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CHAPTER X1V,
How the Curtain Fell.
R & moment I staggered
back us though buffeted in
the face, th IS our eyes
met gnd read o each other

en.

the desperate trath, 1 sprang forward
Just in time to ¢

oh her na she fell,
Presntly she recoverod and without
from the graveyard,

Nor would she lot me follow., As |
{ried to do po whe holted me,

' "No, no.,” shoe sald hastily, "leave
_ma to myself—I will write to.mor-

S aver,

row and perhaps see you: but,
pray, not to-dayd"™

tested,

* to think better of me.

oh,

“Love la sttong as death!” 1 pro-

“No, Jasper; It can neaver hs—paver,
Do you think | am not sufMaring—that
it 18 nothing to me to lose you? Try
Oh, Jasper,
it Is baurd indesd for me, und—I love
you mo."

“Clalre, T will not give you up; not
though you want on your knoos and
implored It. Death alone can divide
us now; and even death will never
kil my love."

“Death!"™ she answered, “Think,
theny that I am dend, Ah, love,
hearts do not break so easily. You
would grieve at ftirst, but in w little
while | should be forgotten.”

Little by little my hope was alip-
ping from me; but still I strove with
her aa a man battles for his Hfe. 1

vaved, protemied, cnlled earth and
hieaven to witheas bher eruelty; but
all In valn,

“It would be a sin-—a horrible sin!"
she kopt saying., “God would nover
forgive it. No, po; do not try 1o per-
suade me—it 8 horrible!” and s=he

ahudderced.
Uttarly baaten at last by her ob-
, 1 mmid: i
“I will leave you now to think it
Lot me come 1o see you to-
morrow and hear that you repent.”
“No, love; we must never most
This must be our last good-
., Btay!” and she smiled for the

! ' time, “Come to ‘Francesca’ to-
f ‘night; 1 am going to act”
A red hat! to-plght?™”
& s “Yen. Ono must live, Yol s, aven
though one muffers. You will come.

Promlse me. Lo me this last favor,
1 aball naver ask another”™
1 bowed my head in silence.

* Yuand now,” she said, “you may kiss

-

. hep lips to mine, awd

i weam that trickling down the

© euptain, T heard above

me. Kiss me on the lips for the last
dima, and muy God Dbless you, 1wy
love." e ,

te calmly und mentl¥ ahe Hftad
i on her !l'..- o WS
1he giory of unutterabla tenderioss,

“tialre! My loye, my lr\'r': My
arms were round bher, her whola form
Sielded helplously (o ming, and nas
our lips met in that ons passionate,
Fhuddering carass, satih on my broast,

“yati will Dot leavi ma’" 1 eried.

And through her s0bs cama Lhe an-

n L
M‘:'!'h'm\ yes: {1 must beo, 1t mist be
Then drawing berself up, apne hold
her hand and sald.
mi&l‘o-u!;m. remember, and so--Tare.
wall”™

;!Ld and distrnught with the pus-
alon of that parting. 1 #at that even-
dag In the shadow of a box and
waited for the curinin to riss upon
sppancasca.” At last Claire came on
the stage; and the thronged houso
rose W gree. Ler.

She a#id nol once glance lo the c_!t-
yectian of my box, bu kopt hiop eyns
o averted.  And it then sl
i wnad upon me il she must
be ng with & pulposc, bt what

PUIPOSS Was 1 could not guess.
m\‘;‘hﬂnﬂ It was, she was acting
magnificently and had for the prea-
ent completaly surrondered het sell to
her art. Anid o the avenRing wors

.;‘g tragedy waa nearly over ] ran-
cesca had diamissed her old lovar '.*."‘.!
his new brida from thelr -:npll'... y
and waa now laft nloné upon .|..;
slage. Tho laat axpeotant husii Hi
fallen upon tha house, Then shu
wtapped alowly forward in tho <.--...1'
allence and as she spoke the opening
lines, for the frst timas DUr oyes met:

"1-' then all ends- all ove, al) hate, all vows,
il

s, AJe, Oa bhatle s
| e toriive mnd 1 Tonget
had ohained him to & 10
L nad u:::m furmiveness, |
remal that nade firrg
ar 10 Peleake 10T mwrthleg ¥
denles itn Jove and he b

gmetil Wk WS MY,
; ”i:l‘llgii:' -’:("tlm. alage 1 Tiwed,
sPwmr fowe it be mot han! e odie
Now once the path s pain, v, 1 & t
L :L.m it 7'1'
-

et
waid tpen her el
0 Wiroke -4ma by 0
Wit of padn for oo
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have Aiew weed, et
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was that slirtek far b K tere
hg?ilnm::? Whit was that at siah
of which the audicnce Tosa '“'?ll'-'”m:i
aghast from their weats?  What wos ‘
that made Sehastion na lie ontorad rish

' suddenly forward and fall with awful

What

Francesea's hody ™ -
"

before fokda

ory
hite dress”  Blood?

h’{‘e-‘;, blood! 1n an instant I put my
Band upon the cushion of the box,
vaulted down to the stage and wasd
kneellng hewide my dying Inln\-- Hlu-

damoraua bell rang down tha
g T ftm nolse a Lighi
and looking up

and sllvery laugh,

saw In the box next to mine the conl
hinck dovilish eyes of the yellow
woman,

Then the eurtain fell

CHAPTER XV,
Two Voices Lead Me.

Y dcgrers am 1 walked, hows
evar—houra inter - plan
shaped ltaelf hefare ma. |
would go homa, mget niy

Srandfathar's key, togeiler wilh Lae

A Romance of Burled Treasure
and of a Strange Quest.

tin box eontalning my father's jour-
nal, and then make for the river. That
would be an easy death, and 1 could
sink forever, betore | perished, all
triice of the bluck secret which hud
pursued my lite, 1 and the mystery
would end together—so best,

I renched my lodgings, ran upstairs,
touk out the key and the tin box, and
desconded wpnin into the holl and

vut Iinto the sireet,
Still in my dull stupor I found my-

nelf nearing the river. During the
summer 1 had purchased a boat, in
which my Clalre and 1 were to

row Jdly whithersoever love gulded
our oars, This boat, with the a
proach of winter, I had caused to
brought down the river had
Boused In 0 waterman's shed just
whove Westminster until the return
of spring should bring back onoe more
the happy days of its employment.

In my heart 1 blessed the chance
thut bad stored It ready to my hand.
I found the boat, gave the carstaker
n goodly teo to help me launch It; and
wet forth aimlessly upon the river.
How long 1 rowed 1 do not know, 1
found myself at length under the
shlow of & black thres-masted
sebooner that lay close under shore,
tilted over on her port side in the
jow water. | looked up and saw the
words, Water-Witch, painted in
white upon her pitch-dark bows.

My first impulse wWas tort away
with all speed, and 1 had already
taken hulf a stroke when something
caused my hands to drop and my
it to give ons wild leap. Two
pouple  were talking aboard the
schwoner,

In those two volces 1 recognized
Mrs, Luttrell and Simon Colllver!

“Have you not done enough?* the
woman's voloe was saying. “Has your
cruelty no end that you must pursue
me 80?7 Take this money and let me

0.
= “[ must have more,” was the an-
BAwWer.

“Indecd, 1 have no more just now,

Go, only w0, and 1 will send you
gome, [ swear iL"
“1 eannot go,” sadd the man,
"Why1™

“Nover mind. 1T am watched.”

Quite softly my boat had drifted
onte mors across the schooner's bows,
1 pulled {t round until its nose touched
the anchor chalu, and made the palnt-
er fast. Then slipping my bhand up
the chain | stood with my sghoeless
feot upon the gunwale by the bowa
St grasping the chain, 1 sprang and
swung myself out to the jibboom that,
with the cant of the vessel, was not
fur above the watar; then pressed my
Jeft foot In between the stay and the
brace, while I hung for a moment to
listen. After which 1 dropped nolsa-
losnly to the deck.

They were standing together by the
mizzeon-mast, he with his back turned
full toward me, she leas antirely
averted, wo that 1 could sese a t
of her gray hair. Yes, It was they,
surely enough; and they had pot seen
me. My revenge, long walted for,
was in my grasp at last,

Then Mra, Luttrell turned for an

instant and saw me,
As | stood there, barehsad. with

the mooniight shining full upon my
white shirt sleeves, I must have
seemed a very ghost: for a look of
abjoct terror swept acroas har face;
her wvolea hroke off and both her
tunds were flung up for mercy:

“Oh, God! lLook! Look!"

As 1 rushad forward ha turned, and
than with the spring of & wildeat
wns upon ma. Even as he leaped
my foot slipped upon the greasy
deck: 1 mtaggersd backward ons
step-—two steps—and then fell with a
prnsh down the ungunrdad forecastis
Indder

CHAPTER XVI.
The Secret of the Great Key.

my ssnses came gradually

back I could distinguish a

narrow, dingy cabin, dimly

it by ons fllckering oll lamp

which swung from a rafter
ahove. Its faint ray just revealed
the furpiture of the room, which con-
pinte! of a seaman's chest standing
in the middle and two gaunt atools,
On one of thess [wwas seated, propped
agninst the cabin wall, of rathar
partition, and as I attempted to move
I learned that I was bound hand end
fant.

(m the other stool opposite me and
beside the chest sat Simon Colllver,
silontly eying me. The lamplight as
it flursd and wavered cast grotesque
and dancing whadows of the man
upon the wall behind, made of his
matted  balr, black eaves under
which his eyes gleamed red as fire
and glinted lastly upon something
Lirigit Iving on the chest bafore him.

For & minuta or 8o after my evaas
first opened no word was aald. Stiil
dizzy with my fall, | stared for A mo-
ment ot tho inan, then at the chest,
nnd saw  that the bright objects
gleaining thers were my grandfath-
er's key and my wateh chiain, at the
e of which hung the Golden Clasp.
But now the clasp was fitted to its
fellow and the whole buckle lay unt-
ted upon the board

He held the buckie deown upon the
table and read out the \uscription as

follows

Siart At Fua Mam Frsl | Saith

it =t I il 90 Vet .

W uf Wing Sourli  , Sida 4

Fept " Iuchesd  Ivwp . oat han

e Mectitg , Law Wane i's Moum
He read 1L through twion very sluw-

1y and el tinia as ho coused ] whed
up to seo how L took it

“It doss pot seem to maks much
aense, does LT o asked.  “Hut walt
A moment and let mo parvel it out
Into sentencos, 1 shouwld not ke vou
to mies any of it meaning Listen
agnin,” Ho divided the writing up
fhus

“Ntart at full iwoon,

Pod south point 27 feet N N.W

22 teet W, of ring, Nofth side

v feet B inches deep at poing of

mecting, 2

Low water 1 hon o™

“"You wtill seem puzaled, Mr Tren-
oweth. Very well, | will sven go on
to sxpiain further. The porsvn who
engraved this ciasp meant to tell us
that somoething—~lel Us say treasure,
£or saks of argumani—oould be

e
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that the olasp sald, He mensured (t

out to the end, and then, digging with

hin heel a small holes In the sand, be«

gan to walk buck toward the rock,

this thme to the north side. And stiil
walted

ted,

Apparently his measurements wern
sucoesaful, for the tape led him once
more to the hole he had marked in
the sand. He paused for o moment
or two, drew out the clasp, which shot
Jout a sudden gleam ns he turned (L
'In his hand, and consulted it carefully,
| Proaumably sutisfied, e walked back
|to the rock to fetch some tuols, Anid
still I erouched, walting, with knife in
hand.

Arrived once mora at tha polnt
wlisre the two lines met, he threw
u hasty flnuo around and bogan to
dig rapidly.

Presently [ heard his spada sirika
lmgninst something hard. Surely ho

had not yst dug deeply enough. The

clasp had sald “four feet six inchea,”
and the plt could not yet be more
than threa feet in depth, Colliver
bont down and drew something out,
then examined It Intently, Am 1
strained forward to look he haif
turned and | suw betwesn his hands—
& human skull,

Instantly he fell to digging anew
and I to watching, For a full twenty
minutes he labored, Mlinging out the
rand to right and left and every now
and then stapping for a moment to
moasure his progreas.

He was just résuming, after one of
thesa rests, when bin spade grated
ngalnst something. He bant low to
oxamine it and then tegan to shovel
out the sand with inconcelvable rap-
Idity.

’l‘{u treunure wan found!

Like a madman o worked; so that
oven from whoere I steod 1 could hear
his breath coming hard nnd fast. At
fength, with one last glancs around,
he knelt down and disappesred from
my view,

My time wns come.

Knife in hand, 1 softly clianbered
down the south side of the rock, and
dropped upon the sanid,

There, below me, within grasp, he
sit, him back still turned toward me,
Tho was full In front, so that

|
I

by any one who drew two lines from
avme place unknown; onas 7 feet
in length in direction N.N.W. from
the wouth point of that place,
the other 22 fect due west of o cer-
tain ring on the north slde of that
same place. So far I trust I
my meaning clear. ‘That which we
have ugrecd to cull the treasure lies
burisd at depth of 4 feet & Inches on
the spot whers these (wo lines in-
tersect. But the person (you or 1,
for the sake of argument) who seeks
this treasure muxt start at full moon.
Why? Obviously because the spring
tides occur with & full moon, con-
sequently the low ebhb, We must ex-
pect then to find our treasure buried
In a spot which is only uncovered
#t dead low water; and to this con-
clusion T am algo helped by the last
sentence, which sayvs, ‘Low water
ond and one-half hours.' It is, then,
1 submit, Mr. Treneweth, In some
suoh plave that we must look for
our treasure, the only question belng,
‘Whera s that place?

I was walting for this, and a great
tide of joy swept over me ams [ re-
flected that after all Le had not
solved the mystery. “I'he clasp told
nothing, the key told nothing, The
socret was sufe as yet.

He must have read my thoughts,
for he looked steadily at me out of
thoge dark eyes of his, and then aglyg
very slowly and deliberately:

“Mr. Trenowsth, It grieves me to
taunt your miserabla case, but do you
mind my saying that vou are a fool "

I slmply stared in answer,

“Your father was au fool, a pltiful
fool; and you ure u fool, Which would
Isad me, did I not know better, to be.
lleve that your grandfather, Amos
Trenoweth, was o fool alse. | should
wrong bhim If 1 called him that. He
was o villain, a black lhearted, mur-
derous, cold blooded, damnnbie vil-
Iaili; but hea was only a fool for once
in his Ulfe, and that was when ha
trusted in the sense of his de-
seendants,

“You wonder, perhaps, wliy 1 ocall
vou & fool. It ix bocuuss vou have
lived for fourtesn vyears with your
hand upon riches that would make o
king jealous, and have never had the
senes Lo grasp them; 1t I8 bhecauma
You have shut your eyes woen you
might have seen, havoe been u heggnr
when you might have ridden {n a car-
riage, Upon my word, Mr, Jasper
Trenoweth, when | think of your
folly J have ha!f a mind to be dog
sick with you mysalf,

“And all the time 1L was wiiiten
upon this key here, ay Jarge as 1ifa;
not only that, but, to leave you no
excuse, Amor ‘Trenoweth actually
told vou that it was written here

“"What do you mean?!" stammered
L. Teread into speech at laat

Al mo you have found your volce,
nave You? What do 1 mean? Do you
niwkn lo say you do not guesa even
now? ipon my word, I sm loath to
Kill %o fair a foul” He regarded me
for o momant with pitying contempt,
then stretched out his band and took
up my grandfathers key.

1 oroad Dere" he sild, “written vary
clearly and distinetly, certain words.
You must know ithose words; but I
will repeit them te you to refresh
TOHF memory:

UMY HOUEE 1S SET U'PON THE

SANDS AND THY HOPES HY A

DEAD MAN "

Well?™ t asked, fur—-fool
A even | I did not wnderstand

“Mr Jusper Trenowetl,  did
ever hear tell of suen a place an Dead
M s Kookt

Fosa truthy the whola horrible oer
tainty af v, wtriinl mea as onm gEreat

wave, ABd ruased ovar my beal head

Aebid

MAKe 5

thing I 1

as with the whirl and roar of many
watars. “Dend Man's Rock!" “Dead
Man's Pock!" it sang in my ears a8
It awept ma off my fesl for 4 moment
und passed, leaving me to sink and
battle In the gulf of bottomless do-

pair.

I looked up. Colliver was laughing,
and his face was that of an arch
devil.

"It does me good to see vou,” he
explatned; “ob, yos, it s honey (o my
soul, Wool! and a thousand tlines
fool! that evar I should have lived
to triumph thus over you and your
accursed houne!"

Once more his voice grow shrill and
his eyes flashed; once miore he cel-
lvcted himself,

“You sball hear iz oul” he apld.
“look here!" and he pulled u gronsy
book from bls pocket. “Here Is o
nuutical klmanac. What duy Is 117
Decomber 23d, or rather some time in
the morning of December 24th,
Christmas Eve., On the evening of
December 24th, it is full moon, and
dead low water in Falmouth about
1,30 P, M, Fats (do you belleve in
fute, Mr, Trenowath?) could not have
chosen the time better, In somdcthin
under twenty hours ons of us wil
have lis hands upon the ‘preasure.
Which will it be, oh” Which will 1t
bl.?“

“Fiend!" 1 yallsd, “you can kill me
It you like, but T will vount your
crimes with my last braath. ‘Take
my Iife as you took my friend Tom
Loveday's  life—Tam, whom vou
knifed In the dark, mistaking hln
for me. Take It ax you took Cluire's,
If sver mun''-—

“Clajire—Cinire  dead'!”  Ile wstag-
gered back a step, and almost at the
suma moment T thought | caught A
sound on the other side of the partl-
tion at my back. I listennd for &
inoment, then concluding tha* my
ears hod piayed me some trick went
on again:

Yeu, dead-she killed lerself to-
night at the thsatre—stabbed hersaif.
Do vou think | care for your knife
now? Why, | wan golng to kill my-
self, to drown myself, at the very
moment when [ heard your voles and
cams ob boayd. ) came to Kil you.
Make thae most of It—show me Do
mercy, for as thers ln w God in linav
en | would have shown you none:”’

What wis that sound again on the
othar alde of the purtition? Whatever
it wns Colltver had not heard, for he
wiis musing darkly and looking tixad-
I¥ at me. -

“No, | will show :ou no merey,
he answered quletly. “for | have
sWarn to Bliow no mermy to Your race,
wnd vou are the last of it. Hut listen,
thiat for & few moments bafure you
die vou may shuke off ronr amug
complacency and learn what this
wenlth is and what Lind of brood you
Trenowetlin ure. Dog! The treasure
thut Hos by Dead Man's 100k i tréas-
ure welghtad with deusd mien's cursea
and stalned with dead meon's blood—
weanlth won by black piracy upon the
higlh sean-gold for which many a
poor wunl walked the plank and
found his end in tho desp waters, |t
{8 treasure spched from many a gal-
Iant ship, stripped from many a rot-
ting corpse by that black hound,
vour grandfather, Amos Trenoweth,
You guesssd that? Let e tell you
nisre

“Thern s many a sou! orying In
peuven and lell for vengémnce on
but your death wenight.
wwelh, slin’l he thie peey

i You guessed that
nad ftnea upon
v did Ruess the
e " punt=-the
] fantan

but | oan

G ime
& rie mut, f

L owil oe snial with you,

not spare mysolf the joy of lelting

ou know this much before you div.
inow then that when your grand-
father was a rich man by his friond's
nid—after, with thia friend's holp he
had lnid hande on the secret of the
tiremt Huby for which for many a
yoear e had thirsted, tn the moment
of hiy triumph ho turned and siew
that friend ln order to keep the Ruby
to himnself,

“Thut fool, your futher, kopt a jour-
nal—which ne doubt you have read
ovar and over again, Did he tell you
‘ou how I caught him upon Adom's
Ten) sltting with thiy clasp in his
hands bofore a hideous gravin stone?®
Thial stone wis vut In ghastly mock
ery of thut friend's face; the bonos
thnt lay bencath it were the bonus of
that friend. There, on that very spot
whore | met your father fuce Lo face,
ddd  hia fatber, Amos ‘Trenoweth,
strike down my father, Rulph Colliver,

"Ah, light Ils beginning to Jawn on
your silly brain at last! Yes, proe
tending to protect the old priest who
bad the Ruby, he stabbwd my fathor
with the wvery knife found In your
father's heart; stabbed him hefore his
wife'n eyes on that little lawn upon
the mountalis side: and, wisn ty
helpless mother called vangennce upon
him, handoed the still reeking knife to
her and bade her do her worst.  Ab,
but she kept that knife, Did you
mark what war engraved upon the
blade? Thut knifoe had a good mem-
ory, Mr. Jasper 'l renowetli.

“Leet e go on A# If that deed
ware nut foul enough, he caused the
old priest Lo curve—being  skillfal
with the chisel—thut vile distortion of
hin dead fricud’s face ont of a huge
boulder Iving by, and thes murdered
m too for the Ruby's sake, and
tumhled thelr bodies into the Lrongh
togoather., Huch was Amos Trenoweth,
Are you proud of your descent?

"I nuver saw my futher. [ wias not
born until three months afler this,
and not until [ was ten yeurs old did
my mother tell gue of hin fiure,

“"Your granifather wns o fool,
Janper Trenoweth, to desplse horg
for she was young then and khe conld
wilt, She was beautiful then, nnd
Amos Trenoweth pimself Lad loved
her.  What Is she now? Epeak, for
vaur have spon he,”

An by spuke 1 spesmiod Lo wes agaln
thiut yellow fuce, those awfui, soulloss
eyes, and hear her laugn an sbe gazed
down from the box upon my dving
OV e,

Ternely, he went an (o tell ma of
foreing Iailton to kill my father: of
fAnding on the cablin floor one -half of
the kold olusp; of his later return 1o
Piymouth and hin success In Inducing
the widnow of Nallton to mArry him;
of hia attempt 1o stab me an I left Lhe
ganibling house,

What was that rustiing sound te-

hind tha partition® Colliver did not
hear It at any rate, but went on with
his tnle, nnd though hls sves wers

dancing Names of hate hie volre was
calm now as ever, When at lust he
spoke of Claire | broks ini

“Dog, this s snough' | have Ve
tenad 1o your tale, Dut whea you
talk of Uldalre—~Clalps, whom  you

killed to-pight=—then, dog, T spi* nupon
yvou; Kil me, and 1 hope the 1rensurs
may curse Youl as U laN cursicd meg
Kill me;: use yvour knife, for | wlill
shout for help

With o drewgfil spnel he v mne
and smote me neross the Tace Then
an | comtinund to call and shou' he
streack me ane Ceprfal olow e lind the
“at I remenbier that e o s
shot out U stredk of hliood-ivd fame,
Lhe okbuti wow far nne hroef o

ant sl o Poasd fire, ot} il

gl fapiwil o i \ T
CALLS ULLESr Lubiailndy & ‘afus anl-

antlon of bang caught up and car-
ried, of plunging down-—down—

CHAPTER XVII.
Revenge and the Great Ruby.

PEAK~speak to me! Oh,
look up and tell me you are
not dead!™

Mra, Luttrell was there,
knealing beside me, chafing
my hands, Hhe went on:

“On, listen! He hns gone—gons to
catoeh the first train for Cornwall, and
will be at Dead Man's Iock to-night.
Qulck! sea [f vou cannot rise.”

I sat up and f found I was Iying in
my own boat. In it aho was kneoling,
and beslde her lay a beavy knife and
the cords with which Simon Celliver
bl bound me.

"How did you manage (0 get me
into this bont ™ 1 aaked.

“I heard the splush and T rowed till
I found you. 1 Wfed you in, some-
how.*

“As Hoaven s my witness,'" | aald,
“it shall be hin life or wine, The soul
of onge of us shall never wee to-mor-
row,"

Her hand was as cold nw lee, and
ner pale fues never changed.

“Rill him!™ she sald stmply.

I hurried to Paddington rallway
statlon. Ahend of me in the ecrowd
there 1 sapled Bimon Colliver moving
like an evil mpirit.

I heard him demand a ticket for
Penryn, and, after waiting ontil he
uud left the booking oMce, ook one
mysel? for the same atation

We roaened Plymonth shortly after

- the train heing late —and hers
the corowd In Lhe coarriages grew
greater, Snow Lad fallen, but the

moun was not yet up—the full moon
by which the treasurea was to ho
songht, How slowly the train dragged
through Cornwall, It would be §
vefurs we reached Penryn, and low
witler was at 1180, We reached Pen-
rvp at B30, Thenos, by stage, 1 still
dogged my man unsesn, and at last
I stood on the sands bansath Dead
Man's Hock. T had ountstripped Col-
liver an tha last mile of the journey,

I pitlled out my watch, Close on
11,40, the hour of dead low tide, And
I snw (wolliver walking toward me,

I openwd the tin box and took out
my knifo, | had caused tha thin,
sharp  blade, found *In my  dead
fathor's hoart, o ba Atted 1o w harn
handie fnto which 1t shut with an
ordinary apring clasp. Aa | opaned
it the moonlight glittered down the
steel and lit up the Jetters *“iticor-
1778 0 P Hemamber.”

SUll i the shadow, he crept down
by the vock, snd once more looked

nhott  him No single soul waa
abroard at that hour to see; none
bt the witness crouching thers

atiove. [ gripped the knifs tighter
an Lo dsappenrad bapeath the ledge
on which I hung

A low curss or two, and then =i-
lence. I held my breath and waited.
Presantly he reappeared, with coms
pugn In ote hand and measuring-
tupsn In tha other, and sood there for
v moment jooking about him, St
I wiltil

About forty feet from the breakars
noaw orisply splashing on the sund,
PDewd Man's 1Rock suddenly snded on
the potithern side 4n o thin black ridegw
Lroke off with o drop of some ten

tis
} |

feet. Thid rldiga wan, of conpse, gov-
ored wt sh water, and upon 1t the
Melle Fortuns Jad doubiless siruck
hefoprar mie el back ond settied in
doep wWiklay Thls was 1the “"santh
{0 T ' Fix

h l‘l"'“'
out 1 Lib pae

hagan to
Tt L =
soulh Foas,

1t cust no shadow of me across him,
There he sat, and In front of him lay,
| Imbedded In the sand, « bhuge iron
chest, bound round with o hroad
band of lron and secured with an
snormour padliock. On the rusty top
I counld even, trace the rudely, eut
Linitinly AL T.

|1 held my breath ns he drew from
hin pocket my grandfuther's key and
inmerted it in the lock.

Then, with a long, shuddering sigh,
ho Jifted and threw back the groaning
., We both gazed, und ns we gazed
ware well-nigh blinded,

For this is what we saw:

Al first only n biaze of darting rays
that bepeath the moon gleamed,
aparkled and shot out 0 myriad scin-
tillptions of color—raid, violel, ornnge,
green and deopest erimson. Then by
degraes 1 saw that all these Aashing
huea came from ons jumbled heap of
gems—some Inrge, ®ome samall, hut
together In value beyond w  king's
ransom,

I caught my breath and looked
agaln,  Digmonds, rubles, sapphires,
nmithysts, opnls, emeralds, tur-

quolses and Innumerable other stones
lav thus roughly heaped together and
plittering as though for joy 1o see the
light of heaven oncs more, Some pol.
ishad, some ncut, some strung on
nockinces and chainw, others glonmn-
ing in rings and bracelets and bar-
barle ornaments; thern they lay -
wealth beyond the hope of man, the
dream of princes,

The chast measurad soms five fast
by three and the jewels svidently lay
in a kind of sunken drawer, or tray,
of lron. In the corner of this was
a small apace of about four inches
sguare, coveral with an lron lid. As
wa gazod with straining eyes, Col-
liver drew one more long sigh of
satisfied  avarice, and lifted this
smaller 1id.

Instantly a full rich flood of erim-
won light welled up, serene and glo-
rious, with lumindus shafts of splen-
Woar thet, o we locked, ot atild con-
contrated In one glowing hénrt of
fame-mat In ons transiaeent, inef-
fable depth of purpia red. Calm and
radiant It lay thers, s though no
vurss lay In e doesp hollows, no pas-
slon had esver fod ita flames with
hlond. strongar than the centuries,
Impertshably and triumphantly eruel
—tha (ireat Huby of Ceylon.

With a short gasp of delight, Col.
ivor wan steatching out his hand to.
ward 14, when T lall mine heavily on
his shoulder, then saprang to my faet
My wolting was aver

He gave ona start of utiormost ter-
ror, leaped to his fest, and In an In-
stant was facing me Alrendy hin
knifo was half out of his walnthand;
niready ho hnd takan half o loap for.
ward, whon he saw me standing thara
above him

Barehended [ stood in the moan-
light, tha white ray glittering up my
knife and lighting up my barcd choest
and set, stern face. Barebheads], with
the light breega fanning my curls, 1
stood thers and walted for his lenp
Bu! rhat leap never came.

One step forward he took and then
Inokml, and looking. staggered bhack
with hands thrown up boafore his fuce
Nlowly, us he cowersd back with
hands upralsed and straining eye-
Lialle, [ snw thosa eyeballs grow rigid,

froeze wnd turn to stons, while
through his guping, bloodiess lips
cama 4 hoarss and gasping sound

that Lind nelther words nor meaning,
Then an T a4t watched, with mur
dorous purpose on my facs, thara
rame ond AwWful ory, & soream that
mtartied the gully from slumber and
awoka echio aftar ccho along the shore
I weroam like no sound in earth or
heaven—n scronm Inhuman® and ap
palling., Then follawed silence. and

ne the ast aciio died nway, ha foll
An ha collapeed within the pit, I
made i atep forward to tha brink and
laoked, 1o was now apon his hatds
and kneepn befora the cheast, bathing
lile Bands In the gieaming hsap of
catching thaim up in dandfuis,
ran ke mparklin ra.n

fingars, muttarlng iu-

Afl s "y

tarough hes

solemn orders not to open it until a certain date— ,'
Would you obey those orders?
| would follow the example of the hero of

fl If" you should receive a mysterious sealed box, with
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coherenily to himself and humming
wild shatohes of song.

I leaped down Into the pit beslde
him, nnd lald my hand upon his
shoulder, Ha paused for A moment,
nnd looked up with a vacant gleam
in his deep syvs.

“Colliver, | have to speak & word
wllh you."

'Ob, yes, | know you, Trenoweth,
of course; Ezekiel Treonoweth come
back again after tha treasure. But
you are too late, too |ate, too Iate,
You are dend now—ha! ha! dead and
rotting.

e bha @litteriog vies are the malt sea’s priee,

Fpid Dl Dingers clobas the mod, my lade.*

“Abha! his NMngers clutch the sand,
Mere s protty sand for you! sand of
ull colora; look, look, thers's & brave
sparkle!  And again he ran the
pricelesa shower through his Angers.

“Oh, ves," ha continued after & mo-
ment, looking up: “oh, yes, I know
vou—Ezekiel Trenoweth, of course; or
Wit Amos or Jasper?T No mattar, you
are all doad, T Killed the Iast o!' "
lant year--nn, last night—all :

T Apd the devil has got Wis due, my ladst’

“Hin due, hir dus! Look at it! look
again! 1 had a skull just now, John
Hullton's akull; no eyes in It though,

"ot bls glittering eres are the aslt see's’——

“Whers s the skull? Let me fit it
with a bonny palr of eyes hore—here
they are; or here, look, hare's & pair
that change color when they move,
Where Is the sakull? Give It me. Oh,
1 forgot, 1 lost it. Nover mind; find
it, find It, Here's plenty of eyes when
you fAnd it, Or give It this red
one. Hero's a Aaming, Nery eyel™

As he strotched out his hand over
the Great Huby 1 caught him by the
wrist, Bul he was too quick for
and with a sharp anarl and click ¢
his teeth had whipped his hand round
to his back,

Then in a Nash, an | grappled with
him, ho thrust me back with his left
palm, and, with a sweep of hin right,
hurled the great jewel far out into the
wedt, | saw it rise and curve in one
long, wparkling arch of fame, then
full with m dropping line of fire down
into the billows., A splash—a jot of.
light, and {t was gone; gona perhaps
to hide amid the roiting timbers of
what was once the Belle Fortune, or
among the bones of her drowned cre
to watch with its blood-red tirel
ey the extremity of ita handiwork.
Thepe, for pught I know, it lles to-
day, nnd there for aught I care be-
nenth the waters it shall treasure its
infernal lovelinoss forever,

I turned to leok at Colliver, He was
huddled against the pit's side with his
dark eyves gazing wistfully up at
in thely shining deptha there Jur
no more sanity than in the heart of
the Gireat Ruby. As 1 looked, 1 knew
him to be n hopeless madman, and
knew also that my revengs had
slipped from me forever. We were
still standing so when o soft wave
came stealing up the beach and flung
the lip of Its foum over the pit'y edge
into the chest. [ turned round. The
tide was rising fasxt, and in a minute
or so would be upon us, Catobhing
Colliver by the shoulder, T pointed
and tried to make him understand;
bt the maniae had again fallen te
playing with the jewels, | shook him;
o did not wiir, only sat thees jabber-
tng and singing, And now wave aftep
wave came saplashing over us, soak-
ing ua through, and Wissing i{n phos-
phorescent pools among the gemas,

Thers was no time to be lost. [
tore the muadman back, stamped down
tha 1id, locked It, and took out the
koy; then caught Colliver in my arms
and heaved him bodily out of the
trench,  Jumping out #lde him, I
caught up the spade—and a
vack the wot sand as fast as |
until the tide drove us back. Colliver
stood quite tumely beside mas all this
while and watched the treasure dis-
appearing from his view; only every
now and then he would chatter a fow
wild words, and with that break off
ugnin In vacant wonder at my work,

When ull was done that could be, I
took my compnnion's hand, led him
up  the wsands  beyvond highwatsr
mark, and then sat down beside him
wilting tor the dawn,

And there, next worning, by Dead
Man's Ibock, they found us, whils
acrons the beach came the faint mue
sic of Polkimbra bells as they m
thelr Christmas pend, “Peace on eart
and good will toward men."”

. ™ . . . . .

There s dttle more to tell. Next
dny, at low ebb, with the ald of Jos
Hoscorls (still hale and hearty) and &
fow Polkimbra fOshermen whom [
know, the rest of my grandfather's
treanure wim secured and carried up
from the aed. In tho lron chest, be-
sides the gems wlready spoken of, and

bencatt the lron tray containing
them, was & prodigions quantity ef
gold  wnd  silver, partly In  Ingols,

partly In colnage, Thia last was of
all nationulities: moldores, dollars,
rupecs,  doubleons, gulneoas, arown
pleces, louws, bestdes an amount of
coins which 1 could not trace, the
whule proving a most catholic tasts
in buccanvering. So much did 1t all
wolgh, that we found It lmpossibi
to stir the clhest as It stood, an
therefore secured the prize plecemend,
Strangest of all, however, was a fold-
od parchment which we discoversd
heneath the tray of gems and above
the colns, [t contalned but few
words, whioh ran as follows:

“FALR FORTINE  WREJKED, FAIR

PONRTUNE FUISD

ANXD ALL HBUT THE PINDER UNDER
GROUND, —A. 1.7
Fatling to And her mother, 1 had

Claire's body conveyed to Polkimbra.
KBhe lles buried beside my father and
mother in the little churchyard there
Abuve her head stands o white stone,
with the aimple worda, “In memory
of O, L., died Dewe, 234, 1508 ‘Leove
w wtrong as deathS™

The folk at Polkimbra have many
a fable wubout this grave, but If
presnsd will shake their heads sagely
wnid refer you to “Master Trenoweth,
ip vonder at Lantrig. Folks say she
wus & play-acter and he loved her,
Anyway You mey see him up In the
hurchyard most days, but don't'se
g0 nlgh him then, uniess you bain't
Moard of th' evil eye"

THE END.
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